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" Help, masters ! lift me to my feet; oh, help ! or
I shall die before I reach my home ! "

They looked down and saw a poor plague-
stricken wretch writhing in the dust at their feet, the
sweat standing in great beads upon his brow, while
his mouth twitched with the agony of his sufferings.
The prince ran forward at once, and tenderly raising
the man, laid his head upon his knee and gently
tried to soothe him, but in his ignorance of disease
and pain he was not able to be of any real help to the
sufferer. " What is it, Channa ? " he asked in anxious
tones. " What makes him writhe and moan ? "
"He is stricken with some foul disease/5 was the
reply, " and it must work, its way with him before
death brings him sweet relief. But, my Prince, it is
not good that you should hold him so, for the disease
may pass from him to you."

" Are there others like him ? " asked the prince,
paying no heed to his companion's warning, " and
shall I come to a like condition ? " " Sickness
comes to all men," said his companion, " and it
comes like the sly snake at times, to strike when
one is least prepared." " And what comes at the
end of all ?" asked the prince. " Death/-' was the
answer.

The eyes of the prince suddenly filled with tears,
and he turned his face upwards to the sky as if he
saw some vision. " At last," he said, " my eyes are
opened. I am as other men, prone to sickness,
liable to death. Yet there must be help for all, for if
I were one of the gods I would not let one cry who